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so. They cannot last two months.' In Montecitorio a group
of deputies were speculating about the future. Amendola
was optimistic : c There is nothing to be frightened of.
Mussolini too will get caught in the constitutional toils, and
finally we shall have a government.' A socialist deputy
replied : * That is an illusion ; the fun is only just beginning
and you will be eliminated in your turn.'
Mussolini had as yet no very clear idea of what he was going
to do, but behind him he felt the irresistible and intoxicating
impulse of his success. He had reached power and he meant
to keep it.
At the exhibition of modern Italian art in Paris in the
summer of 1935, there was a large picture showing Mussolini
on horseback at the head of the legions marching into
Rome, Mussolini plunging into the heat of battle like Bona-
parte at the bridge of Arcole. As an antidote to this outrage
against art and truth, there was fortunately a few hundred
yards away an exhibition of classical Italian art from
Gimabue to Tiepolo. But where can the Italian people turn
for forgetfulness or a new mode of life, when realization
conies of the loss suffered by themselves and humanity when
they allowed Mussolini to ride to power in a wagon-lit on
October 31, 1922, a day before the March on Rome, c which
never took place'.